the higher hills, where the waves of everlasting green roll
silently into their long inlets among the shadows of the
pines; and we may, perhaps, at last know the meaning
of those quiet words of the I47th Psalm, " He maketh
grass to grow upon the mountains."

RUSK IN (from Modern Painters)

In somer when the shawes be sheyne,
And the leves be large and long,
Hit is full mery in feyre foreste
To here the foulys song.
To se the dere draw to the dale
And leve the hilles hee,
And shadow him in the leves grene
Under the grene-wode tree.
Hit befel on Witsontide.
Early in a May mornyng.
The Sonne up fake can shyne,
And the briddis mery can syng.
This is a mery mornyng," said Litulle Johne,
" Be Hym that dyed on tre;
A more mery man than I am one
Lyves not in Christiante.
" Pluk up thi hert3 my dere maystera"
Litulle John can say,
" And thynk hit is a fuUe fayre tyme
In a mornynge of May."
ANONYMOUS
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